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A collection of 
charming and 
traditional stories 


This Treasury is a 


collection of seven stories, 


which includes: 


Birthday Bear, 


The Squeaky Van, 


A Windy Day, 


A Friend for Barney, 


The Red Tractor, 


The Yellow Digger 


and 


A Scary Adventure 
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Rosie woke up, jumped out of bed and ran into Danny’s room, 
“Guess what day it is!” 


“It’s Saturday,” muttered Danny, grumpily. “And it’s 
raining too.” 


“T know it’s Saturday, silly,” exclaimed an excited Rosie. 
“But it’s my birthday!” 
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Rosie spotted Jack the postman coming up the path. She ran 


downstairs to meet him. 


“There’s nothing for you,” he teased. 


But Jack’s bag was bulging! | 

“You can open your cards when Daddy comes in,” 
laughed Mum. “But the birthday girl needs her breakfast first.” 
Rosie could hardly wait. 


After breakfast, they all watched while Rosie opened a great 


pile of cards and presents. 
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“Pye got acard from Conker,” said Rosie and gave him a big 


kiss. “It’s got his paw mark on!” 


They spent the morning getting the house ready for Rosie’s 
birthday party. They blew up balloons and hung up streamers until 


everything looked perfect. 


“That looks lovely,” announced Mum, finally. “I can see Joe 
down by the pond. Why don’t you go and feed the ducks while I 
finish everything else.” 


Danny and Rosie ran through the orchard and waved to Joe 
the farm worker. It had stopped raining but it was still very wet 
and muddy. 


“Happy birthday, Rosie,” called Joe. 


When they reached the pond, Rosie noticed something floating 
at the edge of the water all tangled up in the weeds. 
“What’s that muddy blob over there?” she asked. 
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“Pll go in and see,” said Danny, splashing into the pond 


and wading out towards the curious object. Dan took three 


steps, then stopped. 


“Go on,” called Rosie. “What’s the matter?” 
19 


Danny began to giggle. 


“T can’t move,” he said. “My boots are stuck in the mud!” 


Rosie started to laugh too. Danny wriggled, pulled, twisted and 


turned, trying to free his boots from the mud. 


Suddenly, Danny’s foot slipped out of his boot and he sat in 
the water with a huge splash. 
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Joe came across to see what all the laughter was about and 
held out his hand to Danny. | 

“What's that muddy mess you’re holding?” he chuckled. 

“T don’t know,” replied a very wet and muddy Danny, pulling 


weeds out of his hair. “Here-you can have it, Rosie.” 
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“It’s a bear!” cried Rosie, cuddling the soggy bundle. “A poor 
muddy old bear.” 
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“T wonder how he got there?” asked Danny. 
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Dripping wet and covered with mud, Danny and Rosie walked 
back to the house. | 

“What have you been up to?” laughed Mum. “And who ts this 
little fellow?” 


Mum took the bear from Rosie. 
“Oh dear! I think all three of you need a bath before the 


party starts.” 


In no time at all, Rosie, Danny and the little 


bear were ready for the party. 


“Wow! Come and 
see the cake, Rosie,” 
said Danny. “It 
looks brilliant!” 


Rosie tied 
a big yellow bow 
around the 
bear’s neck and 
sat him at the 
window sill 


to watch the party. 


At bedtime, Rosie sighed, “That was the best birthday party 
ever. I love being five.” 

“Do you know what my best present was, Mummy?” 
she added. 

“What was that?” asked Mum. 

“Tt was that poor old muddy bear. I wish I could keep him.” 


“Well, we'll have to wait and see” said Mum. “He might 


belong to someone.” 


The next day, Rosie made a “Lost Bear” poster and Jack put it 
in the post office window. Nobody came to collect the bear, so 


Rosie adopted him. 


Rosie made up lots of stories about how the bear got into the 


pond. But they never did find out. 


“It doesn’t matter where you came from,” she told him. “You 
can live with us now. Billy Rabbit can be your best friend.” 


“What will you call him?” asked Danny. 


“Birthday Bear, of course!” 
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Honk! Honk! went the horn on the old blue van. 
It was market day, and Dad was getting impatient. 


“Hurry up, you two,” he called. “I want to get to the market 


early.” 
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Dad reversed the old blue van out of the shed, and Rosie and 
Danny piled into the front. 

They all waved goodbye to Mum. Conker chased the van out 
of the farmyard barking loudly. 
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Honk! Honk! Dad hooted at Joe as they passed him on 


the tractor. 
“This van must be a hundred years old,” muttered Danny, 
as they jolted over the bumpy road. “When are we going to 


get a new one?” 


“T don’t want a new one,” protested Rosie. “Mum says this 
van has been at home since I was a baby.” 


“No, it’s been at Faraway Farm since Grandad 


was a baby,” laughed Dad. “And it still runs perfectly.” 


But as they were going down a long hill, Dad looked puzzled. 


“Can you hear a funny sort of squeaking?” he asked. 


“T think I can hear something,” said Rosie. “But it’s 


not very loud.” 


Dad stopped in a lay-by and got out. He lifted the bonnet 


and poked around in the engine. 
“T can’t hear anything now,” he said, scratching his head. 
“But we'll call into Tom’s garage. Perhaps he can see if anything is 


wrong.” 
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Soon they arrived at Tom’s garage. 


“Morning, Tom,” said Dad. “We've got a little problem with 
fe Varn 

“We've got a squeak,” added Rosie. 

“Pll take a look,” Tom gave her a big wink. “Maybe there’s a 


'>? 


mouse in the engine 


Tom peered at the engine. He checked the oil, fiddled with the 
fan belt, and poured water into the radiator. Then he started the 
engine again. 

“T can’t hear anything wrong,” he announced. “The van’s old 


but it should go on for a while yet.” 


They thanked Tom and drove into town. Everywhere was 


crowded because it was market day. Dad parked the van and 


they all got out. 


“Ooh, look!” Rosie pointed excitedly. 
“There’s a roundabout. Can we have a ride?” 
“Maybe later,” replied Dad. 


“T must buy some tools and other bits 


and pieces first.” 


“And I want to go to the pet stall 


and buy a new collar for Conker,” 
added Danny. 
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When they had bought everything they needed, Rosie had two 
rides on the roundabout. 


“That was great,” she smiled. 


“Now, let’s get an ice cream,” said Danny. 


Dad brought ice creams and loaded the van while Danny 
and Rosie ate them. Then they all jumped into the van and set 


off for home. 


“There’s that squeak again,” said Rosie. “It’s getting louder.” 

“Pl ask Joe to look underneath when we get home,” said Dad, 
frowning. 

“T don’t think it’s coming from the engine,” said Danny. 


“No, it’s coming from the back,” cried Rosie. 
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Before long they turned into the yard of Faraway Farm. 


Dad stopped the engine and they all went round to the back 


to unload. 


“Sh!” whispered Danny. “I can hear something.” 
49 
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He lifted up the floor of the van. There, sitting in the middle 


of the spare tyre was a fat brown hen with four tiny yellow chicks 
chirping at the tops of their voices. 

“Well, would you believe it?” said Dad, laughing. “That crafty 
old hen must have got inside and made a nest when the van was 


parked in the barn.” 


“Let me see,” said Rosie, pushing between them. 

“That explains it,” smiled Dad. “To start with there was just 
one chick chirping and then as the others hatched out, the 
squeaking got louder.” 

“What about the nest?” asked Danny. “There’s still three 
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“We'll just leave them,” smiled Dad. “I don’t mind the hen 
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Just then Mum came out of the house. 


“Weve brought you back a 
surprise from market,” laughed Danny. 


“Some new babies!” said Rosie. 
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It was a bright and breezy morning at Faraway Farm. Rosie looked 


out of her bedroom window. | 
“Come and look Mum,” she called. “The clouds are like big 


fluffy sheep running across blue grass.” 


it looks like a good day 
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“Tt will soon dry in a breeze 


like this” 


a Minim 


for hanging out the washing,” said 


Mum. 


Rosie and Danny helped Mum sort out all the washing. There 


were sheets and towels, shirts and socks, Danny’s muddy football 


jersey, Rosie’s best party dress... 


...Dad’s stripey jumper and the yellow spotty rug that Conker the 
dog slept on. 


“Billy the rabbit needs a bath,” said Rosie. “His ears are dirty 


and he’s spilt cocoa all down his jacket.” 
“Tt was you that spilt cocoa down his jacket,” laughed Danny. 


“T only asked him if he wanted a little sip,” replied Rosie. 
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Mum put on the radio and sang along with the music. Rosie 
put in the washing powder and Danny turned on the knobs. 


Conker got under everyone’s feet and Stan the cat kept trying 


to sleep in the washing basket. 


The last thing to go in was Billy the rabbit. 


The washing was soon done. Mum carried the basket full of 
heavy wet clothes. Rosie carried Billy. He was now beautifully 
clean but dripping wet. 

“We'll hang Billy on the line, too” said Mum. “He’ll be dry in 


no time!” 


When they went outside, the wind was blowing hard. Joe, the 


farm worker, was trying to mend the gate and hold on to his hat at 
the same time! 
“Ooh, look at the cloud sheep,” cried Rosie. “They are really 


running fast now!” 
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“T should peg that washing on tight if I were you,” shouted 


Joe. “The wind is getting stronger and stronger. Mick can’t get his 


milk lorry through because there’s a fallen tree across the road.” 
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The sheets billowed like the sails of a ship, the socks bounced up 
and down and Dad’s stripey jumper looked like it had somebody 
inside it. Danny spread his arms wide and ran around the yard 


pretending to be an aeroplane. 


|» 


he cried 


“Whee! I love windy days 


“Billy the rabbit 1s dancing on the line,” exclaimed Rosie. 


“Come on. Inside, you two,” ordered Mum. 


The wind got stronger and stronger. It rattled the windows and 
made whistling noises under the door. 

“Look, here comes, Jack!” cried Rosie. “Oops! The wind has 
blown off his hat!” 

“Oh dear,” said Mum. “I think we had better check the 


washing.” 


Whoooosh! The wind nearly knocked them over when they 


went outside. 
“Help! ’'m being blown awaaaay,” shouted Rosie. 
“So are all Jack’s letters. Look. They are all over the lane,” 


said Danny. 
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“Mum!” gasped Danny. “Where’s the washing’s gone? 


Where’s my football jersey?” 


“Where’s my Billy?” wailed Rosie. 


There were sheets in the hedges, socks in the duck pond and 
letters all over the lane. Dad’s stripey jumper was 


halfway up the apple tree. 
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“Here’s my football jersey,” shouted Danny. “It’s muddier 


than when I played in it.” 


ee 


(i Ws : ~\ Sp \€ ‘ha Kk “ ‘ A \ 
yee a" 4 Gwin CCAR LOS Bho ; 


Conker found his spotty rug and sat down on it to stop It 


blowing in with the chickens. 
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“Well, that’s about the lot,” said Mum. “Quick let’s take it 
inside before the wind gets it again.” 


“It looks like Jack found all his letters,” said Danny 
“But where’s my Billy?” sobbed Rosie. 
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“Come and look at this,” called Joe. “The little piglets 


have found a new friend.” | 
Right in the middle of the pig pen sat Billy the rabbit. The 


piglets were squealing with excitement and twirling their curly tails. 
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It was Saturday morning at Faraway Farm. 


Danny, Rosie and Conker the dog went down to the 


pond to feed some breadcrumbs to the ducks. 


“All the ducks are friends,” said Rosie. “They never fight 


about who gets the biggest piece.” 
“Not like gou,” said Danny. 
“That’s because you always get the biggest piece,” said Rosie. 


Beles Se 
PAT. 


ale 


When they went to see the chickens, 
Danny asked, “Are they friends too?” 
“T think so,” said Rosie, “but some 


of them are a bit pecky.” 


“What about the pigs? Sometimes Bessie can be a bit 
grumpy with her piglets,” said Danny. 
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“Oh, that’s just because she is their mum,” said Rosie, 
“and they are very greedy sometimes so Bessie has to tell 


them off. She is very friendly really.” 
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“Everybody at Faraway Farm has friends,” agreed Danny. 
“Even the red tractor is friends with the old blue van.” 

“My best friend is Stan,” said Rosie. 

“Cats are boring,” declared Danny. “They just sleep all the time. 
My best friend is Conker. He is the fastest dog in the world and he 
can catch sticks in the air. Watch this!” 


“But Barney the scarecrow doesn’t have a friend,” said Rosie 


frowning. “He just stands on the hill all day with no one to talk to.” 


“Let’s go and see him.” 
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When they went back to the house, Rosie said to her Mum 


s lonely. I want him to have a friend.” 
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“Barney 


“Then why don’t you make him one?” asked Mum. 


In the afternoon, Mum took them to a jumble sale in town 


so they could get some clothes for a new scarecrow. 
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Danny found an old pair of sports shoes and a pair of 


motorbike gloves. 
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Rosie found a nice pink party dress and a hat with a 


green ribbon. 
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They asked Dad if he would help them to make a scarecrow. 


said Dad. “All we need is a sack and some straw and 
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Danny stuffed the sack with straw and Dad helped Rosie to 


paint a face on the pumpkin. “She looks friendly already,” 


smiled Rosie. 
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“But she’ll still scare the birds,” said Danny. 
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Mum made some hair out of wool, then she found a 
necklace and a bright blue handbag. 
“What a beauty,” said Dad. “All she needs is a name.” 


“IT want to call her Mary, like my favourite dolly,” said Rosie. 


“Scary Mary Crow,” said Danny. “That’s a great name.” 
So, that’s what they called her. 
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“T think Barney likes her,” said Danny. 


“He can see by looking at the boots she is 
wearing that she’s very good at football.” 
“T think he likes her because she has a smiley face,” 


said Rosie. 
95 


Dad put some money in Barney’s pocket and some more in 


Mary’s handbag. 


“Now they can go to the beach and buy an ice cream,” he said. 
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Rosie skipped all the way home to tell Stan the cat all 


about Scary Mary. 
“Pm very happy, Stan,” she said giving him a big hug. 


“Now everybody at Faraway Farm has got a friend.” 
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Rain! Rain! Rain! It had rained all day at Faraway Farm. 

It splashed on the windows, gurgled down the drainpipes, 
and made puddles all over the yard. 

Big muddy footprints were everywhere. Danny and Rosie’s 


bored faces peered out the window, longing for it to stop. 
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Out in the pig sty, Bessie and her piglets wallowed in a giant 


mud bath. It was such fun! There were squeals of delight. 


On the pond, the ducks bobbed along looking pleased with 


themselves. As long as the raindrops kept falling they were happy. 
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Cosy inside, Conker slept in his basket by the stove and Stan 
the cat sat on the window sill washing his paws. 

Rosie drummed her fingers on the window and pressed her 
forehead against the pane. She sang a little song to herself: 


“Rain, rain go away. Stop, I want to go and play.” 


Down by the bridge, the river was rising higher and higher. 
Eventually, it spilled over its banks and brown muddy water 
flowed across the road and under the farm gate. The cows all 


gathered to shelter under an old tree. 
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Joe was busy fixing the tractor in the barn. He wore bright 


overalls and stomped round the yard in his big muddy boots. He 
caught sight of the postman riding his bike up to the farm and 
waved. The rain still pelted down. All of a sudden there came a 


shout from across the road. 
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called Jack, the postman. 
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Joe frowned, seeing the poor postman stranded. 
“Don’t worry, Jack,” he shouted back. “We’ll soon get 


you across.” 
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Joe put down his tools and climbed up into the tractor cab. He 


started the engine and reversed out of the barn. The trailer was 
hooked on. The windscreen wipers swished to and fro. The water 


splashed down the sides of the cab. 


Rosie and Danny 
emerged from the house 
in their waterproofs and 
ran down to the bridge 
with Conker. 

“Look,” gasped 
Rosie. “The ducklings 
are swimming all over 
the garden. And Jack the 


postman’s trapped by 
the flood!” 
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Joe rumbled up in the tractor. 

“Get on the trailer,” he shouted to the children. “I'll reverse it 
through the flood. 

They splashed through the water and climbed on to the wall. 
Danny helped Rosie and Conker on to the trailer. 
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“Nice weather for ducks,” puffed Jack, as he scrambled 


aboard. “Thanks, kids. Oh, no! There goes my cap!” 


i Conker barked wildly and jumped in after it. 

| “Oh, come back, Conker,” wailed Rosie. “You'll be swept 

| away in the flood.” 

| “No he won’t, silly,” said Danny. “He’s a champion swimmer. 
1 Go fetch it boy!” 


Conker grabbed the postman’s cap in his mouth and paddled 
back to the trailer. He dropped it and wagged his tail expectantly. 
“Good old Conker!” shouted everyone. “Well done, boy!” 


Conker shook himself furiously, spraying them all with water. 
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Joe drove back to the yard and they all jumped off the 
trailer. Danny climbed up into the cab and Joe let him switch 
off the engine. 

“Thank you, everyone,” said Jack, picking up his cap. 
“Especially you, Conker. I’m very fond of this old cap.” 


“Come inside,” called Mum. 
“You're all wet through.” 
“The letters are a bit damp 


this morning,” said Jack. “Sois  , 
my cap. But at least I’ve still got 64% 
one, thanks to Conker.” ) 
“Put it by the kitchen stove 
to dry out,” suggested Mum. 
“Brave dog,” said Danny, 


giving Conker a pat. 
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warming up and drinking a cup of 


Jack stood by the stove, 


coffee. 


Il help you with the rest of your round. You can sit on the 
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“We 


back of the trailer and Rosie and Danny will help deliver the 


letters,” Joe said kindly. 
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“That was fun,” said Rosie, when she got home. 


“l’m going to be a postman when I grow up,” said Danny. 
“But I’m going to have a boat, not a bicycle. And I’m always going 


to take Conker with me in case I lose my cap.” 
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Crash! Bang! Clatter! There was a terrific noise in the yard at 
Faraway Farm. Rosie sat up in bed clutching Billy Rabbit. 
“What’s happening?” she called. When she peeped out of 


Mum and Dad’s bedroom window, she saw an amazing sight. 


Down below, Joe the farm worker was driving the yellow 


digger round, scraping great holes in the yard. As Rosie watched 
the digger took a huge mouthful hil bs 


of stones in its scoop. Then it 
spun round and clattered 
over to a gigantic dirt 
pile. The stones poured 
out making a roar like 
thunder. Rosie rushed 
downstairs, nearly 
tripping over Conker the 
dog in the hall. 


“Joe’s knocking down 


a ENS, 


the house,” she cried. 
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“Don’t worry, Rosie,” said Dad. “We’re laying some new 


concrete in the yard. The old yard is cracked and muddy, so Joe is 
scraping it off. Get dressed and put your boots on. I’ve got a job 


for you and Danny.” 
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Outside, the digger chugged backwards and forwards. 
“T wish I could drive it,” sighed Danny. 
“All in good time,” said Dad. “Right now, I want you to run 


down to the gate and look out for the concrete truck. When it 


arrives, open the gate so we can get it right into the yard.” 


The children raced off. 


“T can see it!” shrieked Rosie, standing on the gate. 
Together, the children swung open the gate to let in a huge 


blue truck. The driver waved to them as he passed. 


The truck stopped in the yard but the concrete container went 


on turning with a loud scrunching sound. 
“Why doesn’t it stay still?” asked Rosie. 


“Because all the concrete will go hard if it stops,” said Dad. 


The driver reversed the truck into a corner of the yard. The 
engine chugged and the concrete container churned slowly round 
and round. 
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“What’s going to happen now?” 
asked Rosie in excitement, as the driver pulled a lever. 
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Dad and Joe spread the thick gooey mixture all over the yard. 


“It’s just like porridge,” said Danny. 


Dad wiped his sweaty face with a handkerchief. 
“Phew! I’m boiling hot, now. Just make sure you don’t step 


in the concrete while it’s still wet.” 
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While Dad and Joe went inside for a cold drink, Rosie and 
Danny gazed at the shiny, smooth yard. 


“When will it dry?” asked 
Rosie, poking the concrete 
with a little stick. 

“Not till tomorrow,” said 
Danny, drawing a round 
smiley face. 

“Id like to go paddling 
in it,” said Rosie. “Wouldn’t 


you?” 


Joe came out of the 


house and started 
the digger. The 


sudden roar made 


a ee 


Stan the cat leap up hanes Se 
in fright. Kos 

BO mo! eectied 
Danny. “Catch him wy x 
quick.” 

Rosie grabbed but 
Stan was too fast. He 
dashed across the yard, 


leaving a long trail of paw prints in the wet concrete. 


Conker barked madly and raced after him. 


The children watched in horror as Conker hurtled into the wet 


concrete. Stan leaped neatly on to the water butt. Conker slithered 


to a halt as his paws sank into the thick grey mixture. 


Gingerly, he 
hopped a few 
more steps, 
then stood 
still with a 
puzzled look 
on his face. 

“Uh oh!” said 
Danny, glumly. 


“Somebody’s going : 


to be in trouble.” 


When Dad came out of the house and saw Conker stranded in 


the concrete, his face went very red and cross-looking. 


“Who let those animals into the yard?” he asked sternly. 
“Look at my lovely concrete.” 


Conker whimpered and tried to wag his tail. 


“He’s very sorry,” said Rosie, tugging at Dad’s sleeve. “Will he 
have to stay there till it’s dry?” 
“Don’t be silly,” snorted Danny. “We'll never get him out then.” 


“ve got an idea,” shouted Joe. 


Joe revved up the digger’s engine and rumbled over to the edge 


of the yard. 


Slowly he stretched out the digger’s arm, edging the scoop as 
near to Conker as he could. Everybody cheered. 


“Come on, Conker. Jump in.” But Conker wouldn’t budge. 
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“T know what to 
do,” cried Rosie. She 
dashed indoors and 
returned with some of 
Conker’s favourite 
biscuits. She put some 


into the digger’s scoop. 


Then Joe stretched 


out the arm across the 


concrete again. Conker’s 
eyes brightened. He sniffed the biscuits and then, very carefully, 
climbed into the scoop. Everyone held their breath. 


“Wpoawe go. asaid: oe; 
raising the digger’s arm 
slowly. Conker started 
barking like mad. 

mOCOU Still: scalled 
Rosie. For once, Conker 
did as he was told. 


“Ugh!” said Danny, as 
Conker leaped up to lick his 
face. “You’re filthy.” 

“Make sure you wash 
those paws before you come 


indoors,” said Dad. 


When the scoop was 
lowered, he sprang out and 
shook himself, spraying 
everyone with wet concrete. 
They all laughed, even Dad. 


Rosie slipped her hand into 


Dad’s and whispered in his ear. ie a 
“T like the yard better with all s 

the footprints in it. Can I put my 

footprint in it too?” Dad smiled. 


“Well, perhaps we could all put qf 
our footprint in it before it dries.” | 
Rosie clapped her hands and ran 
off to fetch Mum and Billy Rabbit. 


Everybody put a footprint in the wet concrete. Billy Rabbit’s 


was the smallest and Joe’s enormous boot was the biggest. 


Then Dad got a stick and they each wrote their initials next 


to the footprint. 


“PII write Conker’s because he can’t spell,” said Danny. 
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Later Danny said to Joe, “That was a great rescue. I’m going 


to be a digger driver when I grow up.” 
“T’m going to be a vet,” said Rosie, hugging Conker. 
“Come on then,” laughed Mum. “I think it’s time we gave 
that naughty dog a bath.” 
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The End 
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It was a sunny morning at Faraway Farm. Danny and Rosie were 
sitting on the grass. 


“Pm bored,” yawned Danny. “There’s nothing to do. I want to 
have an adventure.” 
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“T want to have one too,” exclaimed Rosie. Then added, “But 


not too scary.” 


“It has to be a bit scary to be exciting,” insisted Danny. 


He whistled to Conker. 
“Here boy!” he called. “We’re off to the woods.” 


“Can I come too?” asked Rosie. 
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“No,” replied Danny. “Adventures are just for big people and dogs.” 
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On their way to the woods, Danny and Conker stopped to say 
hello to Archie who was happily munching grass in his field. 
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“Come on Conker,” said Danny. “Let’s make a den. It will 


be our secret place where we can watch out for enemies.” 
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Danny and Conker hid in the den and kept watch. 


“Ssssh!” whispered Danny. “Someone’s coming.” 


They sprang out. Conker barked and Danny shouted, “Gotcha!” 


“It’s only me, silly,” said Rosie. “I want to have an:adventure too.” 


Danny thought for a moment. | 
“All right,” he agreed. “If you bring some food and drink, you 


can come in the den.” 
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Danny and Conker settled down to wait while Rosie ran back to 


the farm to see what she could get from Mum. 
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“Tt’s a bit quiet, Conker,” whispered Danny nervously. 


“Quite scary, really.” 


Suddenly, Conker sat up. The hair on Danny’s neck stood on 


end. Rustle! Rustle! 


A twig snapped and then the roof of the den began to shake. 


“What’s that noise?” whispered Danny. Conker began to bark. 


“Let’s get out of here, Conker!” yelled Danny. The two of them 


raced out of the den as fast as they could. 


They ran through the trees and bumped straight into Rosie. 


“What’s the matter? Where are you going?” asked Rosie, 


picking herself up. 
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Rosie started to giggle 


enormous 
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“What's so funny?” demanded Danny. 


“It’s only Archie,” Rosie laughed, pointing. 


“He’s eaten a great big hole in the roof.” 
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Danny looked around and began to laugh as well. 
“Aah, Archie,” Rosie sighed, “did you want to join in 


our adventure too?” 


162 


“Come on Rosie,” said Danny. “Let’s fix the den. 


But this time we’ll leave a little window at the back so 


'? 


that Archie doesn’t have to eat the roof to join in 


‘e 


See) 
7 eh 
tg7), ‘ny 


; ce mihi er Te 


TOG MEETS 


ahsho si MUR Ey AMINSp iin (tune -unete (oe?s CW maps ow sos) 7a, Py eey Is SW sve Rely pan) a) bie Coty 79) ele se ne gins. Sigicy RUMI H RoSU elm Les BLS eCe hse Ga) HLA NR HURL Yn OTe RUA) 68s) Be wim B/C Kore) DEB laws E) SiO 818 ia! Ole ipa a 8Ee AN e i 8/-O tes RENEE RB eb ee en Siem. Ria ye, 


Sei sv ap coltascacosp ip ugie iaielm shan 


iby 


yeiie tie eyes: 


elt Re MIE Ry M dD eS Me Pind MILLE PE ILI DLN Red Se Nieeai ems Lae Te ee IP ode ee 


anion do 


2) 
e 
= 
= 
. 
a: 
5 
& 
2. 
S 
C3 
a 
2! 
&, 
% 
5 
5 
3 
> 
5 
3 
a 
Ex 
in| 
- 
=) 
5 
2 
ie) 
i, 
a 
= 
b 

3 
5 

> 
3 

5 

a 
> 


5 
o 
>, 
me, 
Ss 
S 
3 
5 


TH SGT 9)w,e VO aie S1eI6)6. 6; UL ish e Ble 8) Se \GP MiSs w AN M.OIW 1 O10 6) & CLG e O1G O:¥ 1s SSL GLe) 010! O 6 eie-8 Sw) Siw we) bale ee Uele e Rim bio 


Illustrated by 
Andrew Geeson and 
Nick Spender 


Written by 
Marilyn Tolhurst 


(, Meet Rosie, Danny, Stan the Cat and a 
|} Conker the Dog and follow their exciting 
adventures down on Faraway Farm. oe. 


This Treasury is a collection of stories that 
children will love to read again and again. 


They are perfect for bedtimes 
or for rainy days. 
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